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Lambton Square. 
So much of it is gone because 
it has so much going for it. 

The beauty of the Humber River and parklands. 
The integrity of Cadillac Fairview. 
Quality condominium suites from $44,000. 
Understandably, it’s 90% sold. 
Model suites at 270 Scarlett Road 
just south of Eglinton. 763-4506. 
Don’t let anyone else 
buy the home you deserve. 


Cadillac Fairview 
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THE CITY IS A SUPPLEMENT TO THE SUNDAY STAR 


$305, 


is an incredibly 
low price for a 


os 


pure brass bed 


Complete selection of mattresses 
and box springs 
Full line of bedroom 
accessories including 
leaded glass Tiffanys, Brass 
Phones, Candle Holders 
Brass tables and ornaments 
Eiderdown comforters 


Canadian Brass Beds 
8118 Yonge Street, Thornhill, Ont. 
881-4075 
2010 Yonge St., Toronto, Ont. 
484-0042 
OPEN 7 DAYS A WEEK 


Mirror doors, mirror walls 
mirror tub enclosures 


vanity mirrors 
Custom cut and installed 
Free estimates 


“The Mirror Specialists” 


Call collect within 
80 miles of Toronto 


749-4702 


Visit our showroom at 615 Garyray Dr. 


MON.-FRI. 9 a.m. to 5 p.m. — SAT. 10 a.m.-4 p. 


CANADA'S 
LARGEST 
MIRROR DOOR 
MANUFACTURER 
.. . THE PEOPLE 
LOOKING AFTER YOUR IMAGE 
Ssese~. FOR OVER 10 YEARS = 
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Feeling Jeeped: a compelling urge to boondock in the city 


JANIS JOPLIN ASKED GOD TO BUY 
her a Mercedes-Benz because her 
friends all drove Porsches and she 
had to make amends. Now I know 
what she meant, because I want God 
to buy me a Jeep. 

I don’t usually get excited about 
these things but when.Erik the Dane 
drove up in his new, black Jeep, I 
knew I must have one. He drove right 
over the curb onto my front lawn and 
then we drove up to Yorkdale to take 
it over more curbs, and snowbanks, 
snorting around the parking lot, 
doing chunky pirouettes and four- 
wheel glissades over the ice. 

This was it, the lost chord of trans- 
portation, a man-sized toy, the reply 
to my inchoate longings fora car that 
is rugged, exciting and a joy to drive 
— as far from a Chevy Nova as a 
Jaguar, at half the price. No matter if 
the doors don’t lock, and there is no 
trunk, and there is hardly enough 
room behind the backseat for an 
overnight bag. No matter if I use it 
mainly between the 401 and the Gar- 
diner when it is designed for the 
Alaska Highway and Death Valley. 
No matter, I want one. 

When it comes to cars, people 
usually do what is expected of them. 
Low-slung, sporty jobs when you 
are sporty and low-slung, four-door 
sedan for the wife and kids, station 
wagon for the cottage, the silly van 
with a sunset on the side when the 
fork in the road leads you on to the 
male menopause. 

I have owned only four cars in my 
life: a 1950 Meteor, a “metallic green” 
model I bought for $500, second- 
hand, and later, in my Happy Days, 
wrapped around a lamp standard; a 
white, 1960 Ford that took me to my 
wedding and a honeymoon in Min- 
neapolis (don’t ask); then a sensible 
little Renault, a dud; then a 1972 
Plymouth Duster that is still going 
and threatens to keep going until 
somebody wraps if around a lamp 
standard. The closest I came to 
owning a glamor car was a 1967 


Mustang. For a few days I wheeled 
around in a dealer’s model, then 
returned it, telling the salesman | had 
thought about it and decided it was 
too rich for my blood. “That’s the 
trouble,” he said. “People think too 
much.” I drove a blazing-red Alfa 
Romeo one weekend in 1970, even 
took it around the track at Mosport, 
but it was for a magazine article and 
I had to return it first thing Monday 
morning. It was like saying goodbye 
to Sophia Loren. 

But, a Jeep. It is not even a car. 
When I asked the salesman about a 
Saab, an import that is supposed to 
be pretty good, he said a Saab is a 


car but a Jeep is a “rig,” an “off- 
roader,” a “four-wheeler” that you 
can go “boondocking” in. You can’t 
go boondocking in a 1972 Plymouth 
Duster, not even in an Alfa Romeo. 
The Jeep is all function, no style, and 
everybody in a Jeep looks so, so — 
pleased. When the Marines hit the 
beach at Guadalcanal on August 7, 
1942, Jeeps were in the first assault 
waves, and try that in a 1972 
Plymouth Duster. 

Erik the Dane remembers Jeeps 
from World War II and they are a 
fond, childhood memory, like his 
mother’s open-faced sandwiches. He 
remembers all the U.S. officers in 
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them and tells the story of the three 
German spies who were dressed in 
American uniforms but were caught 
before they got through their first 
day. The man who spotted them ex- 
plained to the arresting Gls: “They 
were walking instead of driving a 
Jeep.” 

n Jeep will take you 200,000 
miles, the salesman says — “’round 
the clock twice.” It is “basic.” It cer- 
tainly is that. At the top of the list of 
standard features is: ashtray. They 
also throw in a steering wheel, lights 
front and back, four wheels, and an 
engine. Padded dash? It is to laugh. 
One of the first options the salesman 
mentions is a rear seat. 

“A rear seat?” 

“$138.” 

“For a rear seat?” 

“Yup.” 

The sales contract I examined 
shows a base price of $5,775, not bad 
for a rig that will take you around the 
clock twice. But add the options — 
this buyer splurged ona rear seat and 
a top — and the price shoots up to 
$7,365. Plus sales tax, $392.70; plus 
license plates, $22.50; plus rust- 
proofing, $150. The Jeep ends up 
costing nearly $8,000, or $7,500 more 
than I paid for the metallic green 
Meteor. 

At the showroom on Mount 
Pleasant Road the standard two- 
wheelers are inside, pampered and 
polished to gleaming, with shag 
carpeting, AM-FM radios and tape 
decks, with everything but automatic 
dishwashers. You see them every day 
on the Don Valley Parkway, rusted 
and whimpering on city parking lots, 
looking hurt and defeated with each 
scratch. The Jeep is outside in the 
snow. It looks like a bit of a mutt, but 
a mutt sired by a terrier and born ofa 
bulldog. You kick the tires and the 
tires kick back. 

It might be the last truly selfish 
purchase I'll make, for 200,000 
miles should take me nearly to pen- 
sion. I should get it now, too, before 
they start adding padded dashboards 
and electric windows and those 
menopausal stripes. Already you can 
buy a Jeep with a big, yellow eagle 
splattered on the hood. 

The Jeep outside in the snow 
looked as if it still could give Gua- 
dalcanal a tussle and all I want is to 
take a run at the sands of Wahneke- 
waning Beach this summer. Even the 
parking lot up at Yorkdale. e 


What if you can’t 
be there? : 


SONY WILL 


Hook up the Betamax deck to your TV set and record any 
programme, whether you're in or not. The digital timer will start 
video taping whenever you want it — and tape up to three hours. 


Visit any of AVA’S 7 great 1349 | demonstration. 


(4) AVA ELECTRONICS 


2762 Keele St., Downsview, 635-8412 
290 The West Mall, Etobicoke, 622-9262 

_ Shoppers’ World, Brampton, 459-1400 Lloyd]. Jackson Square, Hamilton, 528-0013 
Bridlewood Mall, Warden & Finch, Scarboro, 497-7545 Square One, Mississauga, 279-0526 
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Sheridan Mall, Pickering, 839-9949 


TUT-TUT-TUT 


_ It’s a shame 


It’s a shame King Tut 
never had a chance to : 
deal at Metro’s oldest ™ 
existing Lincoln deal- ae. 
ership. But you'll Fee] naan 
like him when you 7 
buy or lease your =. 
car or truck from 

Braemar Lincoln 
Mercury... 

Metro’s Finest 


Sales & Service 


Braemar 
Lincoln Mercury 
2401 Yonge St., 
487-2133 


In addition to a large 

Fo selection of used 

‘aan Lincolns to choose 

m April will include 

: dealer freight, 

se prep and rust in- 
ee HibitOR 
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| Do You Deserve | 


an Ideal Career? l 


Of course you do, but you have to 
plan carefully, and logically for it to | 
happen. 

We can get you started on a 
career plan more suited to your | 
needs, your talents, and your cur- 
rent skills. | 

One of our professionally trained 
counsellors can help you select your 
own career evaluation programme; | 
an objective evaluation of your 
skills, aptitudes, interests, strengths | 
and personality. 

From there, our counsellors will | 
show you how to establish a new 
career path—a path to your ideal 
career. | 

Call for an investigative counsel- 
ling appointment: | 

- 


CAREER 
CHANGERS 
CLINIC 


Suite 1504, 180 Dundas St. W. 
(in the professional tower) 


595-0674 


Write for our list of Career Changer 
Books. 


Chrome and 


smoked glass 
dinnette. 


This chrome and glass dinette will make a 
bold statement in any dining room. The 
table extends to an 84” length by poppin: 


up the eelifonne glass leaf. Natura 
Beechwood frames $ 
d the genuine 5 PC. 
panes cae OU. 
chairs. z x 
Select from over 100 suites on display 


Dinette & Dining 
RoomCentre _ 


Letters 


YOU'VE DONE 
THIS CHURCH 
A DISSERVICE 


I have never been so angered by 
anything as I was by your article on 
The Peoples Church (Superchurch, 
March 4). I am a former student of 
the Paul B. Smith Academy, and 
the image you have projected of the 
school is false. 

It just isn’t true that only “lily- 
white, wholesome” novels are used. 
I would hardly call Cue for Treason, 
The Scarlet Letter or The Red 
Badge of Courage lily-white novels. 

Science is not taught in the 
narrow-minded way you say it is. 
We are taught as much about the 
how’s and why’s of evolution as in 
any public school. Just because we 
do not believe in it doesn’t mean we 
disregard it. We are taught to see 
the relevance between science and 
the Bible. 

It is not true that the school 
accepts only top students. They 
accept any average or better-than- 
average student they feel will be 
able to handle their curriculum. 

Your magazine has done The 
Peoples Church a great disservice. 

KAREN McDONALD, WESTON 


I find it very disturbing that a man 
of [William] Stephenson’s calibre 
would resort to writing an article of 
such sarcastic proportions. Has the 
gentleman taken time to interview 
or contact any of the individuals 
who have been helped by this 
ministry? Perhaps his over-abun- 
dant criticism could have been 
directed to other areas in our city 
that are designed to break down the 
morals of our society, rather than 
lift them up. 

BONNIE HOGAN, TORONTO 


on Murray McLauchlan (The City 
Minstrel, March 4). It’s nice to see 
recognition for a great singer and 
writer who tells it like it is about 
Toronto’s character. 

BOB & CAROL SPORTUN, HUNTSVILLE 


Barbara Hamilton 


I’m sorry to challenge the accuracy 
of your recent interview with Miss 
Barbara Hamilton (/s That All 
There Is?, December 17), but I fear 
Miss Hamilton has been careless 
with the facts. 

For the record, I did indeed play 
Macbeth in Bermuda in the Fifties. 
I’m afraid Miss Hamilton did not 
play Lady Macbeth, however. 
Nancy Merchand did, very well 
indeed. For the rest of her story, I 
can only comment that I have 
neither wish nor reason to stuff 
Kleenex in my underwear. 


CHARLTON HESTON, BEVERLY HILLS, 
CALIFORNIA 


Ed’s note: Miss Hamilton says she 
was an understudy for Lady 
Macbeth, and did perform opposite 
Mr. Heston. She stands by the rest 
of her story. 


Portuguese Pool Hall 


I was dismayed to read your article 
entitled New World Retreat (Feb- 
ruary 18). I find it in poor taste 
because of its cheap clichés and 
sweeping generalizations of dubi- 
ous validity. To gauge the behavior 
pattern of an ethnic group from 
pool hall activities strikes me as 
slanted reporting at its most 
blatant. 

Quite frankly, I see little educa- 
tional value and a great deal of 
potential harm in a journalistic 
exercise of this kind and suggest 
your reporter be more discerning in 
gathering her facts. Surely observa- 
tions and conversations in a pool 
hall bear supplementing from other 
sources. 


H H K. L. LEVY 

3 ei {UPERTEST; Geant ag The City Minstrel CHAIRMAN, DEPARTMENT OF 

18 West ol Butea g Cn See : , SPANISH AND PORTUGUESE. 

( Zz TELEPHONE Congratulations on a super article UNIVERSITY OF TORONTO 
2nd North of Finch) 3} ea 661-5663 
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Lipton’s Fashion Stores. 50 Bloor Street West, First Canadian Place, 9989 Bloor Street West, Scarborough Town Centre, 
City Centre Bramalea, Sherway Gardens, Square One Shopping Centre, Don Mills Centre, Oshawa Centre. m2 
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Our serendipitous look at Toronto doings and diversions / Edited by Barry Conn Hughes 


Readers Unsnarl 
| the Saga of Snorti 


On December 3, and again 
on February 4, we chal- 
lenged 7:0. readers to con- 
firm or deny that Snorri 
Karlsefni was the first 
white, native-born Cana- 
dian. At first we despaired 
of finding somebody, any- 
body, who could set us 
straight on the Great 
Snorri Controversy. How- 
ever, our second solicita- 
tion inspired a veritable 
ebullition from Snorri 
fans. You could have 
knocked us over with a 
geysir. 

“Two medieval Icelandic 
sagas support your view,” 
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writes Dave Harris of 
Whitby. 

“The Graenlendinga 
Saga, written around 1190, 
has Thorfinn Karlsefni 
landing in Vinland (most 
probably Newfoundland 
— a Norse settlement has 
been identified at L’Anse 
aux Meadows) around 
1010 and states, ‘About 
this time Karlsefni’s wife, 
Gudrid, gave birth to a 
son, and he was named 
Snorri.’ 

“Erik’s Saga (Erik the 
Red), written around 1260, 
states, ‘It was in the first 
autumn [in Vinland] that 
Karlsefni’s son, Snorri, 
was born; he was 3 years 
old when they left’ 

“Snorri and his parents 
returned to Iceland, and 
settled at Glaumby, where 
they farmed. After Thor- 
finn died, Gudrid and 
Snorri carried on the farm. 
Snorri married and con- 
tinued farming, while his 
mother went on a pilgrim- 
age to Rome, after which 
she returned to become a 
nun. Considering the con- 
ditions of the time, this 
family were remarkable 
world travellers!” 

Ms. J. N. Parry of Scar- 
borough cites Canada, the 
Foundations of Its Future, 
by Stephen Leacock, as her 
source for asserting that 
Snorri was probably the 
first white, native-born 
North American, if not 
Canadian. 


In referring to Thor- 
finn’s Vinland settlement, 
Leacock says, “At least one 
child was born in America, 
and christened Snorri....” 

Comments Ms. Parry: 
“Mr, Leacock’s use of the 
word ‘America’ applies to 
the continent but Vinland 
(where wild grapes grew) 
was probably farther south 
on the East Coast than 
what is now Labrador. So 
Snorri may have been the 
first white North Amer- 
ican, but not a bona fide 
geographical Canadian.” 

Readers Lloyd Arm- 
strong of Barrie and Connie 
L. Otty of Peterborough 
both lean to the theory that 
Snorri was Number One — 
and that Newfoundland 
was the settlement site. 

And correspondent B.B. 


| Cody of Brantford is a true 


believer. “I was shocked to 
read of the lack of response 
regarding young Snorri 
Karlsefni,” he writes. Our 
boy, he says, “has Virginia 
Dare beat by a good few 
centuries in the race for 
First All-White North 
American.” 

Adds reader Cody: “I do 
wonder about St. Brendan, 
though. With all due re- 
spect for his no doubt 
virtuous crew, one must 
allow for an early Irish- 
Indian alliance. So how 
about a cheer for a hypo- 
thetical Francis Xavier 
Chingachgook, born circa 
AD 550?” a 
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Pinball Wizards 


We reported recently that 
Torontonian Mike Lyons, 
playing a Surf’s Up pinball 
machine, amassed 54,000 
points on his first ball. You 
ain’t heard nuthin’ yet. 
Reader Dan Willis of St. 
Catharines (who correctly 
points out that scores 
depend on the machine 
being played) claims a 
first-ball score of 215,000 
on a Surf’s Up machine! 
And Mark Desipio of 
Pickering chimes in with 
232,100 points with his 
first ball on Joker Poker. 
Meanwhile, in Missis- 
sauga, Ross Marsh, 12, 
reports: “In Westwood 
Arena on a game called 
Power Play, my friend’s 
father, Mr. J.R. Henry, 
stared open-mouthed as I 
racked up a total of 75,000 
points on my first ball 
only.” a 
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Twins 


North York’s twin city, 
Wroclaw, is a remark- 
able place. Wroclaw (pro- 
nounced Vrot-slav) is one 
of the oldest cities in 


Poland and looks it, with 
its spidery spires and 18th- 
century baroque facades. 
Yet the fact is that except 
for a few buildings, like the 
13th-century Town Hall, 
the historic part of Wro- 


claw was destroyed during 
World War II, and the 
beautiful Old Town that 
stands today is a repro- 


duction, painstakingly re- | 


built as an exact replica of 
the original. That makes 
the Old Town a tribute to 
Wroclaw’s pride in its own 


history. It also makes it | 


something unique — the 
world’s newest old city. 


“I’ve got to do something 
with that hand,” the artist 
says, squinting at his 
canvas. “Let’s try a little 
more yellow.” 

On the canvas, a portrait 
| of the late Robert Lewis is 
taking on definition. The 
artist is Lewis's brother, 
George, and the medium is 
something new — and, at 
first glance, grotesque. 

This is not just a picture 
of Robert; Robert is the 
picture. When he died last 
year, his body was cre- 
mated, and now George 
has mixed the ashes with 


Phil the Peddler 


“I may be the last one of 
my kind in Toronto,” says 
Phil Swartz, a_ gentle, 
white-haired man of Rus- 
sian descent. At 64, he’s 
been carrying on an old 
tradition in west Toronto 
for almost 50 years. 

Phil sells fresh produce. 
But his market doesn’t 
have fluorescent lights 
and banners about lowest 
prices. He sells at the 
homes of his customers. 

His small, white Dodge 
truck announcing, “Apples 
Our Specialty,” is his con- 
cession to modernity. Now 
a stove in his truck keeps 
him warm in winter. “I 
used to rent a horse and 
wagon for a dollar a day,” 
says Phil. “Before that, I 
pushed a cart myself.” 


Five days a week, II | 


months a year (he wisely 
takes January off), Phil 
rises at 5 a.m. and drives to 
the Ontario Food Terminal 
on the Queensway to buy 
his day’s produce. There, 
he eases his truck past the 
markets — a favorite one 
for eggs, another for 
oranges, one for potatoes. 
In the afternoons, he 
heads up through the 
streets near High Park to 
a day’s route: up Parkside 
Drive, across Indian Trail, 
Dundas Street West. ... 
Some customers 
been regulars for 18 years. 
They chat with Phil on the 
sidewalk. They shop, using 
their box from last week. 
Just the way it’s always 
been. a 


have | 


the pigments. 

“People are shocked by 
the idea at first,’ George 
says, “and they stare at the 
portrait as if they expect to 
see a ghost. But it’s not 
really macabre. I think it’s 
| just a nicer thing to do with 


The Ultimate Likeness 


ashes than to leave them 
collecting dust, or worse 
yet, scattering them some- 
where. This is my tribute to 
my brother.” 

George is not new to 
portrait work. He’s a 
native of Nova Scotia and 
was commissioned by the 
provincial government to 
do a portrait of the former 
governor-general, George 
Vanier. He’s also done offi- 
cial portraits of two New 
Brunswick premiers, Louis 
Robichaud and Richard 
Hatfield. 

Now he lives in Toronto 
and paints at The Frame 
Gallery, on Queen Street, 
where he plans to display 
the portrait of Robert. 

“I figure when people get 
over their initial shock, 
they'll think it’s a nice 
thing, too,” he says. a 
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* Gail Conroy gets a strike down 
by the Hearn-generating plant. 
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BY HAL TENNANT 
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The Compleat 
City Angler 


Casting about in Toronto's fishing holes 


YOU CAN TELL SHE’S A PRAC- 
tised hand just from the way she uses 
her bait and tackle. Dipping into her 
bucket, she nonchalantly captures a 
squirming minnow and impales it, 
unfeelingly, on the hook. Now, al- 
most in a single motion, she flips 
the rod lazily behind her, then lashes 
it forward with surprising speed, 
dropping hook, lure and sinker intoa 
predetermined spot maybe a dozen 
yards from shore. 

It’s a bleak, bone-chilling morn- 
ing. (It could be January, March or 
July; Gail Conroy is an angler for all 
seasons.) 

We are standing a stone’s throw 
from the Hearn generating plant, 
fishing the very spot where a year 
ago, Conroy pulled a 13-pound, 26- 
inch brown trout out of that arti- 
ficially warm little patch of Lake 
Ontario. Conroy’s favorite fishing 
season is the early fall, when the rain- 
bow trout are running best. But she’s 
a year-round fisherman, and she has 
turned out today at my foolhardy 
request for an on-the-spot initiation 
into the rites and mysteries of fishing 
in the city. 

My assignment is to pick up what- 
ever tips I can on the techniques of 
the compleat city angler, and it 
begins with a revelation on my part: 


until now, I never knew there were 
places right here in Toronto where 
you could stand on dry land and 
expect to pull in pike, pickerel, white 
perch, walleye, smallmouth bass, 
bigmouth bass, rainbow trout, brown 
trout, brook trout, lake trout, splake, 
carp, coho salmon or chinook salm- 
on; plus species I’ve never even 
heard of (pumpkin seed, for instance) 
and a good many I’d never want to 
catch — bullheads, suckers, alewives 
and gizzard shad. 

City fishing seldom makes the 
sports columns, let alone the 
headlines. Gail Conroy, who has 
spent 26 of her 32 years fishing our 
city waters, was proud enough on the 
day of her big catch to march straight 
over to The Toronto Star and ask 
whether they wanted to photograph 
her with the brown. They did, with 
the result that she captured a second 
trophy: a five-column clipping. The 
fish itself, now stuffed and mounted, 
occupies a place of honor inside 
Conroy Bait and Tackle, a west-end 
shop where Conroy and her husband 
Bob cater to the finicky needs of 
some of Toronto’s most accom- 
plished and serious fishermen. 

It wasn’t the publicity, however, 
that steered me to Conroy. Along the 
anglers’ grapevine she is envied as a 
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shrewd and persistent devotee of a 
pastime whose serious exponents 
think nothing of logging 100 hours 
of inaction for every truly rewarding 
strike. 

I got an inkling of this relentless 
passion of hers several days earlier, 
when we were arranging to meet near 
the Hearn. 

“I suppose,” I suggested on the 
phone, “it will depend on the 
weather...” 

“Oh, no,” Conroy exclaimed. “I 
don’t care if it’s snowing. I'll be there. 
I’m a real fisherman.” 

And now that she’s proving it, in 
weather so cold I don’t even want to 
hear what the temperature might be, 
I find it easy to visualize the way 
things were on the day she landed 
that brown. 

The air temperature, she remem- 
bers, was even colder than now, and 
she’d been fishing, barehanded as 
always, for an hour or more when the 
big trout grabbed her hook. 

Her line was 8-pound test, and 
simple mathematics tells you that if 
you try to yank in a struggling, 13- 
pound fish with an 8-pound line, only 
one thing can happen: the line will 
snap. The only alternative was to 
play the fish until it was tired out. 

The next 20 minutes seemed like 
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hours as Conroy and trout fought 
their duel. At times it was a toss-up as 
to which side would tire first. But 
when fisher prevailed over fish, the 
results (including frank admiration 
from a hardy little knot of fellow 
fishermen at the scene) more than 
made up for the fatigue and the pain. 
“My hands were frozen,” Conroy 
says with what I’m sure is not far 
from the literal truth. 

For our outing I’ve bundled up in 
long johns, thick pants and car coat, 
heavy socks, hiking boots, lined 
gloves and a corduroy cap complete 
with ear flaps. Even at that, I’m dying 
of the cold. 

Conroy’s garb looks like a 
snowmobile suit, but she has no hat 
or gloves, and she doesn’t even seem 
to notice it’s winter. 

“You get used to it,” she shrugs. 
Not in 226 winters could I get used 
to this. Or would I even want to try. 

And I've fished in winter before — 
through the ice on Lake Simcoe. But 
there you get into one of those cosy 
little huts and hunker down over a 
bottle of rum. Here, as the wind 
whips around the Hearn plant and 
cuts across our faces out on that 
man-made desert that forms the 
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SPECIAL COMMEMORATIVE 
COLLECTION of 24 postage stamps 
plus this souvenir sheet, picturing 
the treasures of Tutankhamen, all in 
beautiful colour. Complete set for 
only $1.00. 

We will also send other selections 
for your examination. Pay only for the 
stamps you keep, return the balance. 
Cancel our approval service anytime. 
Send $1.00 to: 

WILLIAMS STAMP COMPANY 


Dept. 3CIK, St. Stephen, N.B. E3L 2x6 
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city’s east-end shoreline, I am 
learning a fast and surprising lesson: 
city fishing can be far more gruelling 
than ice fishing. 

Other lessons will dawn on me 
gradually. Conroy dropped a clue 
about one of them during an 
interview, when I kept pushing for 
the precise answer to some question 
about fishing technique. Conroy 
kept hedging, then came up with a 
six-word reply that, I realized later, 
was the answer to almost everything 
I'd been trying to find out. 

“Fishing,” she declared, “is a very 
personal thing.” 

She wasn’t telling me to butt out; 
she was trying, in her own way, to 
explain that there are no absolute 
answers to many of the questions I 
was asking. 

And that, I reflected later, is the 
fascination of fishing, making it nota 
science but an art; not a mystery 
awaiting solution but a mystique 
that’s forever elusive. 

How can you write a set of rules for 
something that’s an immeasurable 
combination of experience and ex- 
periment, biological fact and home- 
spun theory, grapevine consensus 
and wily individualism, common 
sense and capricious hunch? 

A Gail Conroy may be the com- 
pleat city angler, but there is not, 
and can never be, the compleat how- 
to on city fishing, not even at book 
length, let alone within a few pages 
of a Sunday magazine. If the things 
Gail Conroy has learned in a quarter- 
century of fishing could be extracted 
and packaged so readily, so could the 
wisdom of, say, a great filmmaker. 

Okay, then, so what sort of things 
do you learn in 26 years of city 
fishing? 

Well, you learn to shuck off the 
old myths and superstitions. Gail 
Conroy has no time for “lucky” 
hats — or even “lucky” lures — and 
no illusions about the old Huck Finn 
myth, for instance. Some people 
apparently believe in that romantic 
old idea of a barefoot kid sitting 
on the dock and dismaying all the 
expensively equipped menfolk by 
pulling in one “big’un” after another 
with a fishing pole cut from a tree 
branch, a hunk of grocery string and 
a bent pin for a hook. Believing in 
that myth, they convince themselves 
that all they need for gear is a 
Cheapie Special—a $5.49 rod, a 
$2.59 reel and some 2-cent hooks. 

Sure, you can catch fish with gear 
like that— but can you /and them? 


One good strike, and if nothing 
breaks or fouls up, you’ve already 
used up a lifetime of fisherman’s 
luck. As Conroy points out, a good 


basic outfit needn’t cost a fortune. 


Budget $25 for a rod, the same fora 


Conroy and her 26-inch trout in The Star. 


reel, under $3 for 100 yards of good- 
quality, 8-pound test line, and half a 
buck for a pack of 10 hooks. That 
will buy you an outfit you can count 
on—and it should last for years. 

You learn not to lock yourself in- 
to a bunch of arbitrary rules and 
procedures. One fisherman told me: 
“One thing about lures — no matter 
what kind you use, it’s got to be red.” 
No wonder he hasn’t any 13-pound 
trout hanging on his wall. Conroy 
arms herself with lures of all shapes, 
sizes, colors and styles — squid- 
headed flies colored to catch the 
fish’s eye, “tadpole” lures that pro- 
vide fast to-and-fro action; you name 
it, she’s tried it. “I keep switching 
them around to see what works that 
day.” 

You use ordinary common sense. 
In handling live bait, for instance. 
City fishermen aren’t the worst 
offenders here because they travel 
only short distances. But Conroy 
wonders about the brain power of 
fishermen who shorten the life of 
their bait by tossing it into a hot car 
trunk before setting out on a long 
drive. “If I put you in your car trunk 
for two hours and it was 90 degrees 
[F.] outside and probably triple that 
in the trunk, how would you feel?” 
As ordinary common sense suggests, 
with any distance to travel, you 
should pack your bait in a cooler, 
along with a little ice. 

When you find a good fishing 
spot, you stick with it. Even after all 
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these years, there are fishing spots 
around Toronto that Conroy has 
never tried. She’s got her spots and 
she’s fishing them nicely, thank you. 
For summer fishing in and around 
the city, Conroy rates Port Credit as 
tops. The Credit River, with good 
deep water at the mouth, attracts 
silver bass, coho, chinook, browns 
and rainbows. The mouth of Bronte 
Creek (at Oakville) also rates high. 

The Humber River mouth is great 
for coho and chinook, but you need 
a boat if you’re going to fish the 
bay. Among the also-rans: Etobicoke 
Creek (“too shallow”) and Mimico 
area (“too many boats around”). 

For a summer outing with the kids, 
High Park’s Grenadier Pond (bass, 
pike, carp, sunfish) wins points for 
being easiest to reach by car, while 
the Toronto Island Trout Pond, on 
Hanlan’s Point, now in its third 
season, offers the best chance 
anywhere of catching something. 

For winter fishing, Conroy picks 
(where else?) the Hearn, where Lake 
Ontario water warmed in the hydro- 
generating process attracts the fish 
and encourages them to feed. 

Now you know everything you 
really need to know to get out there 
and start fishing. Twenty-six years 
from now, if you log the hours Gail 
Conroy has logged and you're 
prepared to come home skunked as 
often as she has, chances are you'll 
have a 13-pound trout hanging on 
your wall. 

Oh — one other thing: 

You'll also learn that whenever you 
do get skunked, you can count on 
somebody coming up with a theory 
to explain why. But as a compleat 
angler, you'll have the sense by then 
to let that advice go right in one ear 
and out the other. 

When Conroy and I were packing 
up to leave the Hearn, a stranger in 
the car next to Conroy’s leaned out to 
ask if we'd had any luck. 

Not a nibble, Conroy confessed. 

“No wonder,” said the stranger, 
“the water here is too dirty.” 

Without another word, Conroy 
started her car and backed it out of 
the parking space. 

Now that, I said to myself, is class. 

If I’d been in her place, I couldn’t 
have resisted the temptation. 

“Mister,” I would have begun, 
“you wouldn’t say that if you’d been 
here one day last year. I’d been 
fishing for more than an hour, see, 
and suddenly, this 13-pound 
trout....” e 
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10 am to 6 pm 


e Showrooms open 7 days a week 


e Located just 30 miles north of Toronto 
e Master Charge and Chargex 


Solid pine reproduction 
hand crafted by 

our cabinet makers to 
reflect the warmth and 
heritage of the original. 
In stock for immediate 
free delivery. 


March $ 297 50 
Feature 
Regular Price $355.00 


Pine furniture 
at it’s best! 


MANUFACTURERS 


332 Main Street. Schomberg 
Tel. (416)939-2310 Tor.363:5040 


In January 1978, Car and 
Driver Magazine called the 
Volkswagen Rabbit “the brightest 
kid in the class’ 

More than just flattery, this 
was a statement based on many 
facts. So, let's talk about the facts 
of why you should buy a Rabbit 
and do so by listening to some- 
one whos sold on it. Enter 
Mr. Leslie Cho-Chu, accountant, 
family man, and Rabbit owner 
since March, 1978. 

VW: Just why did you buy a 
Volkswagen Rabbit, Mr. Cho-Chu? 
Cho-Chu: | bought the Rabbit 

atter | found out everything | could 
about all other cars. 

Shopping and comparing is 
always a wise thing to do. 


Mr. Leslie T. Cho-Chu and family of Agincourt, Ontario. 


VW: Mr. Cho-Chu, what about 
the economics of the VW Rabbit? 
Cho-Chu: A car can't be good 
unless the economics are equally 
as good. The Rabbit is most 
economical to drive and uses 
regular gas. 


When the rear seat folds down, 
cargo space goes up. 


Facts support the wisdom of 
Mr. Cho-Chu's statement. 
Transport Canada's compara- 


tive fuel consumption rating for 
the Rabbit is 8.0 litres/100 kilo- 
meters*; for the Rabbit Diesel 
5.4 L/100 km*. Being an 
accountant, these figures add 
up to Mr. Cho-Chu. 

VW: Does the performance 
of the Rabbit stand up to the 
economics, Mr. Cho-Chu? 
Cho-Chu: In a word, yes. 
A short, but very accurate 
comment. Because the 
Rabbit's one performing 
automobile. There's front 
wheel drive, a fuel injected 
15 litre engine, rack and pinion 
steering for sure handling, and 


a four wheel independent 
suspension system for smooth- 


ness of ride. 


VW logo, Volkswagen and Rabbit are registered trademarks owned by: Volkswagenwerk A.G., West Germany. Registered user: Volkswagen Canada Inc., Toronto. 
“Estimates based on laboratory tests using approved Transport Canada test methods and vehicles equipped with 4-speed manual transmission. Your fuel 
consumption will vary depending on how and where you drive, optional equipment and condition of your car. 


of Cho-Chu. 


WW: Is the Rabbit ride a comfort- = VW: What about the safety factor, YW:Mr. Cho-Chu, isn't it true you 


able ride, Mr. Cho-Chu? Mr. Cho-Chu? also own an Oldsmobile? 
Cho-Chu: It's most comfortable. Cho-Chw: | find the Rabbit as Cho-Chu: Yes, it is our second car. 
Last year we drove all the way to — concerned with safety as | am. We couldn't get what we wanted 
Florida for The Rabbit's safety features for the Oldsmobile on a resale, 
GA our holidays. include a safety cell passenger so it remains with the family. 
8 It was < compartment, negative steering VW: Does Mrs. Cho-Chu drive 
93 long ae and oll radius that helps bring the the Olds? 
: Se ee ard toa siianlibe stop ie Cho-Chu: | sincerely wish she 
Ge a skidding conditions, a gas tan would. But, | cannot seem to get 


that's safely her out of the Rabbit. 


had two little 


mE Cho-Chus —_postionedtin WW: Mr. Cho-Chy, could you 
sign of the times. in tow. summarize in one statement how 
felch Gy feel about the Rabbit? 
The Rabbit's seats are a good rear window Mae cisco UN He 
example of what Mr. Cho-Chu is defogger, and Cho-Chu: It is the kind of car | 
saying. They're anatomically steel belted would advise a very close friend 
designed to comfort the back radial ply tires. "Chg Bisat locke to buy. 


especially on long journeys. All standard. on rear doors. VW: Thank you, Mr. Cho-Chu. 
There's ample headroom and ae 

legroom for four large adults and ~ 
no space-stealing hump under 
foot. The Rabbit's cargo space is 
another big asset. It's 370 litres 
(13.1 cubic feet). And, with the ¥ 
rear seat folded down, j 
there's more cargo 
space than in most 
standard-size 
cars. 


Dont settle for less. 


KING TUTS REIGN IN EGYPT 
some 3,300 years ago was not a par- 
ticularly distinguished one; the “Boy 
King” was, after all, only 9 years old 
when he ascended the throne, and 
probably only about 18 or 19 at the 
time of his death from unknown 
causes. But the stunning treasures 
recovered from Tutankhamun’s 
tomb in the early part of this century, 
many of which will be on display at 
the Art Gallery of Ontario this year, 
represent one of the most remarkable 
archeological finds in the history of 
man. We’re pleased to be able to offer 
this preview of the Treasures of 
Tutankhamun to readers of The City. 

On November 26, 1922, British 
archeologist Howard Carter drilled 
a small hole through the door leading 
to the antechamber of Tutankha- 
mun’s royal tomb, some 600 kilo- 
metres south of present-day Cairo, in 
the Valley of the Kings. Behind him 
stood the Earl of Carnarvon, sponsor 
of Carter’s excavations for the past 
15 years. Carter’s quest for the tomb 
of King Tut had gone on for 10 years 
and Carnarvon, dejected by years of 
failure, had warned Carter that this 
would be the last season in which he 
would back the search. But just three 
weeks earlier, Carter’s workmen had 
uncovered a set of 16 steps leading 
down to the entrance corridor of a 
tomb. The corridor led to the ante- 
chamber door, and beyond that, 
although Carter and Carnarvon 
didn’t know it, lay treasures neither 
had ever dreamed of. 

Carter widened the hole in the 
door, inserted a candle, and peered 
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A PREVIEW 
OF THE 
ART GALLERY 
OF ONTARIO 
EXHIBITION 


Carter and Carnarvon at the tomb 


in: “At first I could see nothing, the 
hot air escaping from the chamber 
causing the candle flame to flicker, 
but presently, as my eyes grew accus- 
tomed to the light, details of the 
room within emerged slowly from 
the mist, strange animals, statues, 


and gold — everywhere the glint of 
gold.” 

Beyond the antechamber lay three 
other rooms, including the burial 
chamber, and although the tomb had 
apparently been ransacked twice by 
robbers shortly after the pharaoh’s 
interment — the thieves had carried 
away semiprecious stones, smaller 
gold objects, and valuable oils and 
unguents — Carter and his team re- 
covered more than 5,000 priceless 
artifacts from the tomb over the next 
few years: thrones, chariots, alabas- 
ter vases and statues, gold rings, 
necklaces and other jewelry en- 
crusted with lapis lazuli, obsidian, 
onyx and colored glass, gold daggers 
and other weapons, intricately 
carved wooden chests inlaid with 
ivory, and, perhaps the most famous 
work of art from the find, the 
23'4-pound, solid gold death mask 
that had covered the head and 
shoulders of Tutankhamun’s mummy 
over the centuries. 

Carter’s was the most sensational 
archeological find in history, and 
with unparalleled fervor the press 
and public around the world grasped 
each new object and shred of infor- 
mation unearthed by the team. The 
Tut treasures influenced fashion and 
jewelry design in the following years, 
and spawned countless songs, jokes 
and books about the Boy King. 
When Lord Carnarvon died in Cairo 
in April, 1923, his death spawned 
gossip that a curse had been placed 
on everyone who had been associated 
with violating the pharaoh’s tomb. 

text continued on page 28 


PHOTOS COURTESY OF THE ART GALLERY OF ONTARIO 
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he miniature coffin (above) is 

one of four that contained Tut- 

ankhamun’s internal organs. 
The coffins are of gold inlaid with 
colored glass and carnelian, and 
measure just under 9 inches in length. 
Some 50 alabaster vases, such as the 
one at the right, were found in the 
tomb. In the panel from the top of a 
chest (left), the king is handed two 
bouquets by his wife, Ankhesenamun. 
It is only one of four pieces found that 
show the king and queen together, and 
may have held Tut’s ceremonial robes. 
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[he double gold 
case (opposite) contained some kind 
of unguent. Both figures on the boxes 
represent Tutankhamun, one with fair 
skin, the other with a black face, but 
the precise significance of the colors 
is unknown. The pharaoh is shown 
hunting ostriches on this gold fan 
(above); real ostrich feathers attached 
to the gold had disintegrated. The 
horn of the alabaster ibex (left) is 
from a real animal. The gold mirror 
case at right was designed in the form 
of the hieroglyphic sign for “life.” 
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his stunning gold 
collar (above), inlaid with colored 
glass, was found on the chest of the 
king’s mummy. Intended to provide 
magical protection, the collar is in the 
form of the vulture of the goddess 
Nekhbet. The alabaster chest (left) 
bears the name of Tutankhamun and 
his queen, and contained two balls of 
hair wrapped in linen, thought to sig- 
nify some kind of contract. The box 
and lid of the casket were each carved 
from a single piece of alabaster. The 
ceremonial chair at right may have 
been used at King Tut’s coronation. 


You’re in the 
mood for 
summer... 
you're in the 
mood for 
SOFT 
SENSATIONS 
by Charles of 
the Ritz 


They’re the shades of summer 
soft, warm and glowing. In three 
irresistible tonings. . .the gentle 
and romantic pinks. The sweet 
earth shades of honey and 
caramel. And the warm sunshiny 
brick tones. Discover them. For 
your eyes. Your lips. Your cheeks 
and your nails. The colours that 
bring the sun back into your life. 
Soft Sensations. . .they’re 
sensational. 

(1) 104—Revenesence Lipstick in 
spirited rhubarb or gentle ginger. 
Each 7.00 

(2) 104—Revenesence cheekglow 
in sunset rose or softly cinnamon 
Each 9.50 

(3) 104—Ritz Blushing Pommade 
in Hushed Honey. Each 8.50 


(4) 104—Revenesence pressed 
powder eye shadow. In innocent 
almond, harvest amber, 
whispering moss. Each 8.50 

(5) 104—Ritz Accent stick for 
eyes. In wild blueberry, sunny 
olive, fresh amethyst. Each 5.50 
(6) 104—Ritz protective nail 
colour. Romantic rose, bashful 
brick, tender toffee. Each 4.50 
(7) 104—Ritz shiniest Lip Gloss in 
sweet caramel, warm pecan or 
hearty rose. Each 6.50 

(7A) 104—The new Ritz lip liner 
(Not shown) in richest raisin, 
sunrise tawny, real garnet. 

Each 4.00 


The Ritz Bonus 

A“Perfect Grooming Kit” 

Yours at no extra charge with any 
Charles of the Ritz purchase of 
8.50 or more. Includes: A purse- 
sized hairbrush. 15 ml Hydro- 
Protective emulsion. 3 ml Charles 
of the Ritz eau de toilette 

OFFER EXPIRES SATURDAY, 
APRIL7TH. 

Phone 861-5111. 
Eaton’s—Toronto Eaton Centre 
(Main floor) —216; Yorkdale. 
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Inthe Drink 


DUCK! 


Pop wines are coming at us from every direction 


A WINE WITH A NAME APPRO- 
priate only to a rock group, with a 
label that feigns a patch of blue 
denim, obviously demands to be dis- 
cussed under quite a different set of 
criteria than, say, Chateau Latour, 
29, reputedly the finest wine of the 
century, and one that I doubt I’llever 
get to taste. 

I have, however, tasted Moody 
Blue, the blue denim entry from 
Andrés Wines. It is fizzy, of an up- 
beat purplish-red shade, and tastes 
like blueberries. (It is supposed to 
taste like blueberries, by the way.) 
Moody Blue is one example of a 
“pop” wine, as they’ve come to be 
known by the consuming public, or, 
if you care to employ the euphemism 
favored by Moody Blue’s manufac- 
turer, a “refreshment wine.” 

These refreshment wines are, for 
the most part, a development of the 
last 10 years or so, and one that many 
people thought would fade away 
with the last beaded buckskin jacket 
and whittled hash pipe of the 
counterculture. 

Such is not the case. The largest- 
selling wine in Canada, since two 
years after its introduction in 1971, 
has been Andrés Baby Duck. Last 
year, 244 million bottles of it twin- 
kled their way down the throats 
of Ontarians alone. 

A phenomenon of that magnitude 
ought not to be snickered away with 
a snobbish twitch of the nose and a 
few duck jokes (like Chico Marx’s 
“Viaduct?”); there are far more peo- 
ple buying cheap fizzy than there 
are Chateau Latour, and I suspect 
that, even if they cost the same, they 
would continue to favor Baby Duck 
over a majestically balanced claret. 


The reason is, quite simply, that 
Canadians are not habituated to 
wine, not in the way that Europeans 
or a California native might be. It is 
only in the past few years, remember, 
that Canadian wineries have started 
to scale down the sugar content of 
their table wines to something in 
keeping with the svelte and lissome 
generation of its Puma runners and 
Adidas sweat suits. And, until the 
advent of blackberry extract and 
ginger syrup, sugar was the best way 
of covering up anything from bad 
wine to the plain old taste of alcohol. 
It’s no accident that the pop wines’ 
boom coincided with the introduc- 
tion of the dry varietals that sup- 
posedly revitalized the Canadian 
wine industry; I suspect that the true 
revolution is the reactionary one. 

Pop wines are not something 
brand-new under the sun; they have 
their antecedents. In fact, there is no 
hard-and-fast rule to be applied that 
distinguishes pop wine from “real” 
wine. Look at Mateus Rosé from 
Portugal — sweet, fizzy and pink, 
but by any fair yardstick a legitimate 
table wine. 

The watershed, the great wine 
divide, began with the preposter- 
ously named Cold Duck. Reputedly 
it originated in Germany, where the 
dribs and drabs of various bottles of 
wine were mixed indiscriminate- 
ly and served ice-cold. (Due to a 
mistranslation, either inadvertent or 
humorous, these “cold ends” of wine 
came in English to be called “cold 
duck.”) Cold Duck made its debut as 
a sparkling mixture of red and white 
wines, a kind of ersatz rosé with all 
the foaminess of champagne; and, to 
many people, it became everything 


they thought wine should be — 
bubbly, grapey, pink, and cold. 

Cold Duck proved to be unex- 
pectedly fertile, spawning a whole 
pondful of downy chicks. There’s 
Andrés Baby Duck (the champ), and 
Very Cold Duck; Calona’s is a patri- 
otic Canada Duck. Brights has Light 
Cold Duck, Little White Duck, and 
Cold Duckling. Jordan has Luy-a- 
Duck. Among kindred fowl, there 
are London’s Pink and White Fla- 
mingos, and Jordan’s alarming Cold 
Turkey. This glass menagerie with a 
Disney sensibility continues into 
Jordan Sno-Bird, Brights Pussy Cat, 
Jordan’s Baby Bear and Baby Deer. 

As you might expect, the clientele 
for such endearing beverages is more 
women (60 per cent) than men. For 
men who would rather chop a dozen 
cords of wood than be seen snug- 
gling up to a glass of Pussy Cat. and 
for women of sophistication who 
have put their stuffed animals into 
mothballs, the wineries offer virtu- 
ally identical products under more 
worldly names. Andrés Chanté 
wines, white, red and rosé, feature in 
their television spots a bride being 
toasted rather than the just-hatched 
duckie of Baby Duck. 

The cold ducks themselves are full- 
strength wines (about 12-per-cent 
alcohol). The second- and _ third- 
generation cousins are a cautious 
7 per cent, just flickeringly more 
potent than beer. 

These 7-per-cent wines have raised 
some concerned questions. On the 
one hand, they bespeak temperance; 
on the other, they seem coolly cal- 
culated to grab the market just 
reaching the age of majority, through 
their cheapness and breezy styles.» 
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Atkinson College 
York University 


Summer Session 


e evenings (2 nights a week) 
May 14 to August 8, 1979 


e days (weekdays) July 3 to 
August 10, 1979 


e Applications for admission 
will be considered until 
April 6, 1979. 


e For further information 
telephone 667-2471 week- 
days 9 a.m. to 8 p.m. 

Because our large selection of 

diamond jewellery is now 


1% PRICE 


The Jewellery 
Factory 


427 Queen St. W. (at Spadina) 


368-3753 


Solid Pine 


Dining Room 
and Bedroom 
Furniture 


Factory Outlet Second Location 
43 Martin Ross Alliston Centre 
(1block N. of Dufferin & Finch) | Victoria St, Alliston 
Telephone 661-4638 | 

Mon.to Fri,-10am.to 9pm | Telephone 
Sat.-10am.to 5pm. (705) 435-7142 


Shoppe! 
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The companies deny this, saying that 
the 7-per-cent wines sell equally well 
to ages 19 to about 45. Yet the bright 
four-packs of “flavored wine cock- 
tails” are certainly aimed at the 
youngest end of the continuum. With 
names like Lonesome Charlie, Saucy 
Susan and Misty, and labels that 
look either like shampoo ads or con- 
temporary greeting cards for friends 
who are very, very close, very, very 
special, they seem to present them- 
selves as alternatives to Coca-Cola 
and chewing gum. 

One might well sound a cautionary 
note about this, but by doing so one 
can slip into a rhetoric of hypocrisy 
about drinking that is widespread in 
this province. Teenage drinking be- 
comes a problem, so the Legislature 
tackles it by nudging up the age of 
majority 12 months, to 19. The walls 
of LCBO outlets, a provincial cor- 
poration, are festooned with lurid 
posters of auto wrecks that urge 
temperance while the cash registers 
chime away. As long as people are 
allowed to drink, they should be able 
to drink what they choose. I doubt 
whether a 19-year-old who buys 
Lonesome Charlie is any more gulled 
than an executive who buys 12-year- 
old Scotch as an emblem of his 
success and prosperity. And I think 
that snobbery about pop wines is all 
too often a way of justifying one’s 
own consumption of what used to be 
called one’s own poison. An acquired 
taste is no more virtuous than a 
natural one. 


The Glass Menagerie 


Andrés Baby Duck (717B) $2.70 
Andrés Chanté Red (716B) $2.70 
Andrés Chanté Rosé (714B) $2.70 
Andrés Chanté White (715B) $2.70 
Andrés Misty (788C) $4.50 
Andrés Moody Blue (810B) $2.65 
Andrés Very Cold 


Duck (652B) $2.95 
Brights Cold 
Duckling (597B) $2.65 
Brights Light Cold 
Duck (719B) 
Brights Little White 
Duck (644B) 
Brights Pussy Cat (606B) 
Calona Canada Duck —(649B) 
Jordan Baby Bear (620B) 
Jordan Baby Deer (621B) 


Jordan Cald Turkey (608B) 
Jordan Lonesome 

Charlie (819C) $4.20 
Jordan Luy-a-Duck (723B) $2.75 
Jordan Saucy Susan (1652C) $4.20 


Jordan Sno-Bird (600B) $2.70 
London Pink 

Flamingo (687B) $2.65 
London White 

Flamingo (1925E) $5.00 


Accessories. Fashion with a changeable 
nature. To update your looks instantly. 
Never have they been so exciting, 

so important. . .or so much fun! 


Lacy boucle-look stole. Soft acrylic in 
peach, natural, black, white or taupe. 
27" x 72". $12 


The straw hat. 11.50 

‘Rapido’ canvas over-nighter. Camel or 
natural. $25 

It’s a cinch in bone Cabretta leather. $25 
‘Isotoner’ shorty gloves. Bone, camel, 


white or navy. (Please shop in person). 
Pair 9.50 


Designer scents by ‘Yves Saint Laurent’. 


‘Y’, Eau de toilette natural spray. 

75 mi, 18.50 

‘Rive Gauche’ Eau de toilette natural spray. 
75 mi, 17.50 

Delicate pastel butterflies in blues, pinks 
or greens. Pin $8. Choker $8 

Lariat/belt. Bright, bold color. Pink, blue, 
yellow or red. $10. Bracelet $5 


Women’s Accessories and Cosmetics — 224, 225, 230, 
204, 227. Phone 861-8111 or come in (unless otherwise stated). 


Why Pay Monthly Summer Courses 


Rental Charges? 


Own your own phone 
for as little as $29.50 
on selected models 
while supplies last. 


Summer studies at the 
University of Toronto 
add the challenge of 
an interesting new 
subject to think and 
talk about to your 
summer pastimes. 


Classes meet 2 nights 
a week from 14 May 
to 13 August OR 5 
half days a week from 
3 July to 13 August, 
1979. 

Contact us for a list 
of summer courses. 


978-4444 


WOODSWORTH 


COLLEGE 


119 ST. GEORGE STREET 
TORONTO MSS 1A9 


Hollywood model available 
in ivory, brown, red & green. 


10% or 


any phone in the store this week 
accompanied by this ad. 


TELEPHONES UNLIMITED LTD. 


Charles Promenade, 
730 Yonge Street 


922-8402 


daniadown Vv” Vs 
introduces Hi-loft 


Hi-loft is the new construction of the popular and teamed with our wide range of acces- 

Daniadown quilt. Hi-loft lets the down filling sories, the decorating possibilities are end- 

expand to its fullest extent, and maintains less 

the high quality that Daniadown is noted for. Read our free colour brochure, or come and 

Hi-loft ensures that the Daniadown is the see us. One of our trained staff will be happy 

softest, most comfortable quilt you can buy to help you select the right quilt for you from 
our wide range. 


fat ae 
daniadown quilts ltd. Vancouver, B.C. 


“Over 10 years of Quality & Service” 


- 5114 Dundas Street W. (east of Kipling), Toronto 
Telephone 233-8505 
also available at 
SAUTER’S FURNITURE LTD. 
79 Sunrise Ave., Tor., 755-7219 


SWEDISH FURNITURE HOUSE 
7498 Woodbine Ave. (N. of Steeles) 495-6016 
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King Tut 


continued from page 16 


For years afterward, whenever a 
member of the expedition died, his 
death was attributed to “King Tut’s 
curse.” It was expected that Howard 
Carter, the man chiefly responsible 
for the excavation, would shortly 
meet a terrible fate, but Carter lived 
on to die peacefully, in England, in 
1939. He was 66 at the time. 

The sensation caused by the dis- 
covery of Tutankhamun’s tomb has 
nearly been matched by the public’s 
response to the North American tour 
of the Treasures of Tutankhamun, 
which began in November, 1976. 
Once again, fashions and jewelry, 
hairstyles and furniture, are showing 
a distinctively Egyptian influence. 
When the exhibition closed in New 
Orleans, King Tut was accorded a 
jazz funeral as a farewell gesture. In 
New York, crowds lined up in queues 
20 blocks long and grabbed up a mil- 
lion tickets to the show in five days. 
Some 6,000 individuals have already 
written to the Art Gallery of Ontario, 
offering their services as volunteers 
for the Toronto showing. Tut fever — 
an uncontrollable desire to witness 
firsthand 55 of the objects Howard 
Carter unearthed in the Valley of the 
Kings — is spreading here, and the 
Toronto show is more than seven 
months away. 

Officials at the AGO would like 
everyone interested to have a chance 
to see the Treasures of Tutankha- 
mun, and 650,000 tickets are being 
readied, but we thought you might 
like to see what’s coming. What's 
coming is spectacular! 


The treasures of Tutankhamun 
will be on view 15 hours a day 
at the Art Gallery of Ontario, 
317 Dundas Street West, from 
Thursday, November | to Mon- 
day, December 31. Closed 
Christmas Day. 

Tickets will go on sale late in 
the summer at a variety of out- 
lets throughout Ontario. 

Price is $3.50 per person (no 
special rate for children) and 
tickets are marked for a specific 
date and hour. There is a limit of 
4 tickets per person. 

No mail orders will be ac- 
cepted, but information about 
‘the show and about ticket out- 
lets may be obtained at the Art 
Gallery information number, 
361-0414. 


private rooftop club - piano lounge ® 
intimate library lounge 

resident pianist - Palace Club host 

9 acres of private‘landscaped 

gardens - 24 hour security - concierge 

bellhops - porters - doormen 

maid service - executive housekeeper 

gourmet shopping - men’s & 

women’s hair salon - drycleaning 

service « health spa 

complimentary interior design service 


AMeae Sa 
Elegant Residence 


A Registered Condominium 


One bedroom plus den from $79,190 
Two bedroom from $87,500 ¢ Three bedroom from $118,450 
Three bedroom plus den from $189,520 © 90 Per cent finan >= 


The Palace Pier Condominium Residences 
2045 Lakeshore Boulevard West, Toronto (416) 252-5927 
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BY STAN FISHER 
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FOREVERUS? 


Get out your gray flannel suit and try on a slogan 


ASSIGNMENT 75: 


The vast majority of Quebeckers 
know that their provincial motto is 
Je Me Souviens (which translates as 
I Remember) but how many Ontar- 
ians would recognize Ut Incepit 
Fidelis Sic Permanet as being theirs? 

Be honest . . . did you? 

I had to call Queen’s Park to find 
out (they translate it as Loyal She 
Began, Loyal She Remains) after 
most of my friends insisted that Is 
There Anyplace You’d Rather Be? 
was the official slogan. 

Neither motto thrills me (the latter 
seems particularly inappropriate in 
March) so maybe we should come up 
with a new one. 

You don’t have to use Latin (even 
the Romans have given up on that) 
and a little facetiousness is perfectly 
acceptable . . . but all things consid- 
ered, what would be a great new line 
for our crest? 

Send your responses postmarked 
not later than Wednesday, March 28 
to “ENIGMA,” The City magazine, 
One Yonge Street, Toronto, Ont., 
MSE 1E6. The two best responses 
will receive copies of Canada from 
the Newsstands edited by Val Cleary 
(Macmillan). 


Responses to Assignment 72 


Former Prime Minister Lester 
Pearson, winner of the Nobel Peace 
Prize, would have been proud of us. 
Asked to think up real or imaginary 
countries that Canada might declare 
war on (with the least embarrassing 
results), readers clearly showed that 
we are a nation of peaceful persons. 

Don’t you think Reluctant War- 
riors sounds better than Chicken 


Hearts? 

Anyway... Robert Jordan of To- 
ronto came up with what I decided 
just had to be a winner, although you 
may have to think back a few years to 
get the significance of his suggestion. 
Robert thinks we should declare war 
on India because “. . . irrespective of 
the results it will be a victory for 
Canadian technology.” 

Our other winner is Dennis 
Murphy, who had a number of 
interesting suggestions, including a 
letter to the republic of Maldives: 
“We are annoyed with you and think- 
ing of invasion. Please answer the 
following questions: Where are you? 
Is your army any good? What should 
we wear this time of year? Our planes 
are on back-order right now so we 
will be arriving in 90 days (via 
Wardair) and staying for two weeks. 
Affectionately yours, Canada.” 

Dennis also threatens the U.S. 
with invasion but explains that “our 
tank is in for its spring tune-up so 
there may bea brief delay. P.S.: What 
are we allowed to bring through 
customs?” And to the government of 
Turkey: “We Canadians declare war 
on you. That is unless Turkey is 
chicken . . . in which case we will slip 
over to Greece.” 

And speaking of puns. . . Groan- 
of-the-Week Award to Dan McKin- 
non of Kitchener who thinks we 
should attack “Egypt because its 
army is probably full of desert-ers.” 
But Dan gets full marks for courage 
in also proposing to wage war against 
the Mafia. He points out that we 
could put all our prisoners in the Don 
Jail. 

Paul Keast of Mississauga feels the 
time is ripe to pick a fight with the 


previously unbeaten British. He may 
be right in claiming that even if their 
army did manage a_ successful 
landing on our shores, they “would 
probably go on strike before they got 
anywhere.” 

John Farrugia picks Spain as a 
possible adversary. He figures they 
would be kept so busy fighting all the 
bull coming out of Ottawa that we 
could easily overpower them! 

Tom Chard of Peterborough has 
considered our country’s financial 
position and feels we should launch 
an immediate attack on Prague be- 
cause “we would certainly have no 
difficulty bouncing Czechs!” Charles 
Crockford of Waterloo cautions 
against any aggressive actions di- 
rected toward China. He isn’t partic- 
ularly concerned about the size of 
its standing army (are standing 
armies bigger than sitting armies?) 
but warns that “an hour after fight- 
ing a Chinese war we'd be hungry for 
another battle.” 

Duane Chapelle urges us to in- 
vade Italy, claiming that if by any 
wild chance we won, “They probably 
wouldn’t notice since they change 
governments so often anyway!” 
Jeannette Schwager of Sudbury fig- 
ures it doesn’t matter whom we 
attack as long as we send our Decla- 
ration of War by mail. That way 
we're bound to surprise them! 

Many readers suggested we heed 
Ottawa’s request to restrict foreign 
travel .. . and picked enemies closer 
to home. Gary Deline wants to in- 
vade the Kingdom of Maple Leaf 
Gardens, banishing the Emperor to 
Siberia to coach the Soviet hockey 
team . . . ensuring us of another 
victory. @ 
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Summer's 
comin’. 

It’s time to 
get in shape! 


And Eaton’s has | 


the right gear 
for the job! 


First a check-up. Then 
a recommended fitness 
program. And—to make i 
all more appealing —dress' 
for it! You'll have comfort 
and style with this gear. Just’ 
say charge it on your Eaton 
account today. 


ADIDAS 
(1) 429—Men's training suit 
has hooded jacket, zip front 
opening. Flare leg pants 
with zip pocket. Acrylic. 
Navy with red stripes. Sizes 
S.,M.,L., XL. Each 37.99 
(1A) 429—Not shown: 
Women’s, as above. Powder 
blue/white. S., M., L. 

Each 37.99 


(2) 442—“Blue Star’ adult 
runners. Padded velour 

shoes with leather uppers. 
Toe bumper. Adidas Trefoil 
profile sole. Royal blue/red 
stripes. Full and half sizes 6 
to 12. Pair 23.99 


HEAD 

(3) 429—“Stretch-a-point” 
leotards. Made for running. 
Racer “T” back. Cotton- 
and-Lycra spandex. Tan or 
blue with contrasting print 
front. Sizes S., M., L. 

Each 34.00 


(4) 429—Women’s “Movin’ 
On” shorts. High cut legs. 
Nylon shell with polyester- 
and-cotton lining. “Key” 
pocket. Tan or blue. Sizes S., 
M., L. Each 20.00 

Eaton’s— Toronto Faton 
Centre only. 


NEW BALANCE 

(5)|442— Women’s “Blazing 
Trail” runners have mesh 
with suede uppers. Padded 
insole, heel collar. Waffle 
sole for traction, shock 
absorbency. Royal blue/ 
yellow trim. Full and half 
sizes, 4to 10. Pair 44.95 
Eaton’s—Toronto Eaton 
Centre only. 


DOLFIN 

(6) 429— Running singlet in 
nylon mesh. Sizes 30/32, 
34/36, 38/40. Matches above 
shorts. Each 14.95 

Eaton’s— Toronto Eaton 
Centre only. 
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(7) 429— Unisex racing 
shorts in lightweight nylon 
tricot. Elastic waist. Leg 
slits. Sizes 26, 28/30, 32/34, 
36/38. Navy/goldtone trim, 
red or royal blue/white trim. 
Each 19.95 


ETONIC 

(8) 442—Men’s “Street- 
fighter’ Shoes. Runners with 
no-seam uppers. Nylon with 
suede toe wrap and rein- 
forcement. Sturdy heel 
counter, heel and arch 
support. 3-layer inner sole. 
Royal blue/goldtone trim. 
Full and half sizes 6 to 12. 


Pair 47.99 
Eaton’s— Toronto Eaton 


Centre only. 


PHONE 861-5111. Eaton’s — 
Toronto Eaton Centre (3rd 
floor) — 261; Yorkdale, Scar- 
borough, Sherway, Don 
Mills, Shoppers’ World, 
Bramalea, Oshawa, unless 
otherwise specified. 

At or through Rockwood, 
Rexdale, Dufferin, Yonge- 
Eglinton, Victoria Park, 
Gerrard Square. 


BATONS 


ney 
vane 


You're not just dining out, you're dining all out. The 
occasion is rare and the appointments are all done. To 
prepare your palate without being overpowered, may 
e suggest the Gourmet Martini. Three parts crystal clear 
‘ one part sparkling mineral water. 
wipe the swizzle stick to remember a night 
vill never, ay forget. 


